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the Editor 


The Hole in His Dream 


“No, no, Mr. Maberly. Of course, 
_ it’s wonderful to have you call. But there 
“have been a lot of other people come to talk 
religion with me, and frankly, I’m not in- 
terested in making any changes. But you 
will come again, won’t you?” And Mr. 
Young smiled pleasantly as he bade Pastor 
Maberly good-by. 

Pastor Maberly set off slowly up the hill, 
and as he walked he sighed. For a long time 
now he had been trying to win someone to 
Christ among the people living in the 
Kalimpore district of northeastern India. 
For all his efforts, he had gotten practically 
nowhere. Then one of the village women 
had said, “Mr. Young is the headman in 
this area. The people are watching to see 
what he will do.” 

It was a long walk down to Mr. Young’s 
house and a hard climb back up, but Pastor 
Maberly made the trip many times. At first 
Mr. Young plainly told him he had no 
intention of changing his religion, but 
Pastor Maberly didn’t give up. And one day 
the break came. 

“I had a dream last night,” Mr. Young 
told him on one of his visits. “In this dream 
I was climbing up a very steep path that 
wound away into the snow above. The 
snow shone with a strange light as though 
someone was shining a lantern on it. You 
were walking ahead of me. You looked 
back to see how I was coming and fell into 
a large hole full of water. I rushed up 
and found you struggling in the water. I 
jumped in to help you and after a while 
we both got out and continued up the path. 
Then I woke up. I’m sure God has spoken 
to me, but I don’t know what the dream 
means. Can you tell me?” 

Pastor Maberly lifted his heart to God, 
and at once the meaning became clear. “The 
narrow path is the way of life that leads 
to the city of light,” he told Mr, Young. 
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“God sent you the dream so you would 
know it is right for you to walk in the mes- 
sage I have been bringing you. 

“Now we have come to this great hole 
in the road, a place of difficulty where I 
can go no further. For weeks I have been 
preaching to these people here to give their 
hearts to Jesus, but no response has come. 
I need your help to get beyond this point. 
There is only one way. You must get down 
with me into the waters of baptism and 
when we come out we will see God’s bless- 
ing on the work.” 

Mr. Young thought it over for a min- 
ute. “When can we have the baptism?” he 
asked. 

When the time came for the baptism, 
Pastor Maberly found that Mr. Young had 
dammed up a stream in the middle of the 
rice paddies, and hundreds of people had 
come for the service. Mr. Young had been 
to their homes and invited them to see his 
“burial.” 

Four others were to be baptized. Each 
gave a testimony, then Mr. Young preached 
a sermon. “Christ changed my life,” he said. 
“You should let Him change yours.” 

Then into the water, which was freezing 
cold. Mr. Young sang, “I am coming to 
the cross.” Pastor Maberly, feeling very 
cold, whispered, “Now let’s have the bap- 
tism.” “Just a minute,” answered Mr. 
Young. “I must say something more.” And 
he preached another sermon. 

“Now I am ready,” he told the pastor 
and he was baptized. To the pastor’s sur- 
prise, he was in no hurry to go home and 
change into warm clothes. In those wet 
garments he walked among the crowd urg- 
ing one after another to follow his example. 

The influence of Mr. Young’s baptism 
has been tremendous. “From that day we 
have been out of the ‘hole,’” writes Pastor 
Maberly. “We can see the light ahead.” 

I have been wondering. Has the. pastor 
of your church come to a “hole” in the 
road? In order to win other young people 
does he need your help? Should you g 
down into the waters of baptism with him 
so as to set the right example? 


Your friend, 


on Wrrurel 
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What happened when mother decided to do 
something about Sandra’s bad habit! 








PINK BEDSPREAD 
and a RED FACE 


By LORRAINE MOORE 


ANDRA SMITH was a lovely young 

lady of twelve. She had a happy smile 
for everyone. She dressed neatly, and 
combed her hair, and kept her school books 
in good condition. 

But her bedroom! It always looked like 
a rummage sale! Sandra’s mother talked 


with her time and again about it, and in 
desperation she even cleaned the room her- 
self sometimes. But talking and setting a 
good example got nowhere with Sandra. 

One afternoon Sandra came in from 
school in the usual way, leaving a trail of 
books and sweater behind her. To page 17 


When Aunt Jessie opened the door she saw the whole dreadful mess that was in Sandra’s bedroom. 
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The MESSAGE in the TUNNEL 


By JAMES H. STIRLING 


™ TIRED of splashing around in this 
old pool,” Ben grumbled to his friend, 
Yeled. “How would you like to explore the 
tunnel?” 

“Good idea,” his friend answered. “I’ve 
always wondered what it was like.” 

The two boys splashed out of the Siloam 
Pool, an old pond that had been in the city 
of Jerusalem for thousands of years. This was 
the hot summertime of the year 1880, and 
the boys wanted something to do—some- 
thing cool. 

“Watch your step. It’s slippery in here,” 
Ben said as he felt his way. In places the 
water was deep, but for the most part the 
boys could wade without difficulty. 

“Ouch!” It was dark now, and Ben hadn't 
noticed that the roof was lower. “I bumped 
my head. I guess we'll have to stoop.” 
As he bent forward his foot slipped, and he 
fell into a place where the water was deep. 
He groped on the wall for a handhold, and 
to his surprise felt some strange characters 
that had been chiseled in the rock. 

“What's this?” he exclaimed. “Someone's 
been scratching on the wall!” 

Yeled splashed to his side. “Say, that 
seems to be some kind of writing. I wonder 
what it says.” 

“I know who can tell us—Mr. Schick,” 
Ben said. “He knows almost everything, and 
he has been teaching me arithmetic. Let’s 
go see him.” 

The boys scrambled out of the tunnel. 
Though they had gone only nineteen feet 
inside, the tunnel had been so gloomy and 
cold that the bright sunshine now looked 
very good. 

Mr. Conrad Schick was a retired German 
architect, and when he heard of the boys’ 





This is the writing the boys discovered in the tunnel. 
There is a larger copy of this picture in “The SDA 
Bible Commentary,” volume 2, page 65. Look at it. 


find he was excited. He put some candles in 
his pocket as he went through the kitchen. 
“Do you know how long this tunnel has 
been here, boys?” he asked as they walked 
to the pool. They shook their heads, so he 
continued: “It was built by Hezekiah when 
the king of Assyria was coming to attack 
Jerusalem. There was a spring outside the 
old city walls and Hezekiah made this 
tunnel to bring the water inside where the 
people could use it. Hezekiah sealed up the 
spring from the outside, so the enemy 
couldn’t find it when they needed water. 
And if there really is writing on that wall, 
it may have been there for 24 centuries.” 

Once inside the tunnel, Mr. Schick stood 
in the water and tried to see by candlelight 
what was on the wall. “Hm-m. We'll have 
to bail out some of this water if we're coin 
to see all the writing,” he said. “It’s half 
covered now.” The boys ran for some 
pails. They soon returned, and after a few 
minutes of vigorous work the water was 
down far enough for Mr. Schick to see what 
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he was looking for. “We'll have to work 
fast, before it fills up again,” he said. “This 
doesn’t make much sense to me, but I'll do 
the best I can. Maybe my friends in Europe 
will know what it’s all about.” 

The boys were disappointed that he 
couldn’t tell them right away what the 
message on the wall was, but he assured 
them that after he sent away his notes 
someone from Europe would probably 
come in a few months. They became even 
more anxious to know what the writing 
said after Mr. Schick told them more about 
the tunnel. 

“The tunnel is 1,777 feet long,” he said, 
“and is one of the best examples we've seen 
of the engineering skill of the ancient 
Israelites. It isn’t straight, but curves some- 
what like a big S. In one place it comes 
very close to the surface of the hillside; a 
few more strokes of the cutting tool would 
have brought the men into fresh air. Of 
course, that would have spoiled the whole 
tunnel. In one place the tunnel ceiling is 
only two feet high—so low that anyone 
going through must crawl on his stomach, 
and hope that no sudden burst of water 





comes from the spring. There are some 
things about the tunnel we don’t know yet, 
though,” Mr. Schick added. 

“What are they? Do you suppose the 
writing will tell us?” Ben asked eagerly. 

“I hope so,” Mr. Schick answered. “We 
still don’t know just how the digging was 
done; and there are a couple of branches of 
the tunnel that go a few feet, and then 
come to a dead end. But maybe we will 
find out when someone comes from Europe 
who can read this old kind of writing.” 

Several months went by, and Mr. Schick’s 
friends from Europe came. First Mr. A. H. 
Sayce, from England, and then Dr. Her- 
mann Guthe, from Germany, came to sit in 
the water and patiently study. Dr. Guthe 
used acid to clean away the lime that had 
been left on the writing by the water. The 
boys watched with great interest as he 
spread casting plaster, then papier-maché, 
over it. 

“This is a great find, boys,” he told them. 
“The words are written in Old Hebrew, 
and it is one of the longest and best in- 
scriptions we've ever found in this lan- 
guage.” 

After Dr. Guthe had gone, the boys 
asked Mr. Schick if he had been told what 
the tablet said. 

“Well, from what Dr. Guthe said, the 
tablet was probably put there by the fore- 

To page 18 


The boys showed Mr. Schick the message on the wall and waited eagerly for him to say what it meant. 
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The bashful lady gets herself into 


more dangerous situations. 


Around CHINA by 
WHEELBARROW 


By KEITH MOXON 


HAT? You going to China, and you 

just a single woman?” The businessman 
returning to Hong Kong couldn't believe it. 
And he was not the only one on the ship 
who was astonished that Florence Young 
was going as a missionary into the heart of 
China. Nearly all the passengers warned her 
of the primitive, lawless conditions that 
prevailed. And that an unmarried white 
woman should want to go there was the 
height of foolishness, it seemed to them. 

“But it’s not at all foolish,’ Florence 
Young said over and over. “And I am not 
alone. J. Hudson Taylor, my superintendent, 
has said this: “The Lord of hosts is with us, 
and that makes all the difference.’” 

Most people on the ship were not very 
rich in the kind of faith Florence Young 
had. They shook their heads and looked as 
if they thought she was crazy. 

Miss Young had come from Australia to 
connect with the China Inland Mission. 
When she was first asked to do missionary 
work she said she was too bashful. The 
years had changed all that, and she got 
herself into some dangerous situations work- 
ing for God, as you have read during the 
past two weeks. Now she was off on her 
most dangerous adventure of all, going to 
China soon after 1900. China was in a 
ferment at the time, and there were some 
doubts as to the length of time the European 
missionaries would be allowed to stay. But 
there had been trouble before, and somehow 
things had quieted down, so the decision 
was made for her to go. 

Coming into Hong Kong, she heard 
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frightening news. Riots everywhere in 
China! Europeans murdered! Mobs attack- 
ing mission properties! Missionaries fleeing 
for their lives! Oh dear! Was she really 
supposed to be a missionary in China? 

Miss Young opened her Bible and read 
Psalm 91. “He that dwelleth in the secret 
place of the most High shall abide under 
the shadow of the Almighty. I will say of 
the Lord, He is my refuge and my fortress: 
my God; in him will I trust.” “Because 
thou hast made the Lord, which is my 
refuge, even the most High, thy habitation; 
there shall no evil befall thee, neither shall 
any plague come nigh thy dwelling. For he 
shall give his angels charge over thee, to 
keep thee in all thy ways” (Psalm 91: 
1,2, Sk L). 

The reports turned out to be only rumors. 
But there were serious riots in many places, 
and there was a lot of unrest and violence. 
Psalm 91 would be a great help, Miss 
Young decided. 

Presently she got her orders: “You are to 
go to Yanchan on the mainland of China, 
and attend the training school for mission- 
ary ladies. You will learn the Chinese 
language and customs, and learn how to 
take the gospel to the Chinese people.” 

With a quaking heart she boarded a little 
ship to go up the river. When it stopped at 
the landing place near Yanchan, there was 
no horse or carriage waiting to take her to 
the training school. Believe it or not, it was 
a wheelbarrow that stood waiting. It was 
not just like the wheelbarrows we use in our 
gardens, but very similar, with a big front 
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wheel and two handies to push. On top 
there was a framework. Miss Young was 
told to sit on one side with her belongings 
tied on the other. For twenty minutes she 
had to endure the torture of a ride on this 
contraption. Off she went, along the 
crowded narrow alleys, over the paving 
stones, bump, bump, BUMP, each bump 
jolting every bone in her body. 

“Oh, please stop!” she cried after a few 
minutes. “My back! I must walk!” 

“Missee, no walkee here,” came the warn- 
ing reply from the barrowman. “No Chinese 
woman with missee. If she walkee, people 
no likee.” And so poor Miss Young had to 
endure the bone-shaking ride for the rest of 
the twenty minutes. When she alighted, she 
fell off more than got off, and it was quite 
some time before she recovered from the 
ordeal. 

The strangeness, the darkness of the 
heathen land, made her homesick. Every 
morning for weeks her prayer was, “Help 
me, O Lord, to make the sacrifice gladly, for 
Thy sake.” Day after day she fought her 
discouragements on her knees, no one know- 
ing the torment she was going through. In 
the morning worships it was the custom 
for each of the ladies to pick a text, and 
repeat it before all the others. Always, Miss 
Young would pick a cheerful and en- 
couraging one. Oh, she thought, if I should 
say a text that really expressed my feelings, 


it would be: “O thou afflicted, tossed with 
tempest, and not comforted” (Isaiah 54: 
11). But she didn’t. She refused to cast a 
cloud on the lives of the other ladies who 
seemed so happy to be in China. 

Then one morning God spoke to her in a 
text that shone as brightly as a star. 
Zechariah 8:13: “O house of Judah, and 
house of Israel; so will I save you, and 
ye shall be a blessing: fear not, but let your 
hands be strong.” 

How wonderful! She might not be able 
to do the great work she had dreamed of, 
but God would keep her, and see to it that 
she was a blessing wherever she was! It 
was the end of the blues, and soon after that 
a real love for the Chinese people came 
stealing into her heart, and the battle was 
over. Shortly thereafter, word came from 
Hudson Taylor. 

“Please go to Kweiki.” She was to start 
her gospel work among the Chinese people 
at last. It was not a homesick Miss Young 
who went, but a Miss Young who knew she 
would be a blessing in China, because God 
had promised. 

After a voyage on a rickety ship, Miss 
Young stepped on shore at the stop nearest 
to Kweiki. How was she to get to Kweiki 
from here? Of course, there was only one 
way—wheelbarrow. Such fun. And there 
was more fun when she arrived, for she dis- 
covered that the Chinese language she had 


In the middle of the night Florence heard a tile being removed from the roof. Then a man looked in! 
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gone to such trouble to learn at the training 
home was different from the Chinese spoken 
here, or so it seemed. The dialect was so 
strange it sounded like a new language. 

“It will be difficult for a while,” said 
someone, “but you will soon get used to it. 
The quickest way to learn it is to get out 
among the people.” And that is just what 
Miss Young did. She would travel around by 
wheelbarrow and, believe it or not, she 
finally learned to tolerate the wheelbarrow 
and got so that she could travel for 
dozens of miles a day on one. She would 
visit the Christian believers in their homes, 
and always they would ask her to stay the 
night. In this way she would get a close 
glimpse of Chinese life and customs, and 
hear the people talking about many dif- 
ferent subjects. 

One day, after traveling for ten miles on 
a wheelbarrow with a Chinese woman 
called Mrs. Hong, she stopped at a simple 
home in one of the villages. The two women 
were made welcome, and soon suppertime 
came around. Miss Young made sure she 
didn’t miss anything in her efforts to learn. 

“Mrs. Hong, what is the food in the 
dishes on the table?” 

“Rice, stewed melon, and salted vege- 
tables,” came the reply. 
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Everyone was given chopsticks, and the 
meal started. Each one helped himself from 
the bowls, using the chopsticks. The tiniest 
children seemed to be expert with the 
two sticks, but poor Miss Young had to 
struggle. The table was sitting on an un- 
even earthen floor, and continually Miss 
Young would feel her legs rubbed by one 
or another of the fowls that rushed hither 
and thither picking up scraps and crumbs 
that fell from the table. The house itself 
was made of wood, and the dark mud walls 
were anything but cheerful in the flickering 
light of the candles. Looking upward, she 
saw there was no ceiling, only the smoke- 
blackened roof tiles. Close to where they 
were eating was a pigpen, as Miss Young 
could tell by the sounds and the smell, and 
later she was to discover that the pen was 
just on the other side of the wall, and also 
that her bedroom window looked out onto it. 

When the time came to go to bed there 
was a lot of scuffling and rattling in this 
room, and Miss Young saw several of the 
family carrying out all sorts of rubbish. 
Finally a bedstead was set up, and some 
clean straw spread out on it. This was the 
mattress. Fortunately, the two women had 
some blankets with them, and these they 

To page 18 











OO OS ll 




















NOBODY LOVES HIM 


By JESSIE BRUMFIELD 


A SKUNK probably has fewer friends 
than any other four-legged animal in 
North America. 

He looks attractive, of course. He is a 
glossy black animal with long white stripes. 
But looks aren’t everything—especially a 
skunk’s looks. For some reason, most people, 
on seeing a skunk, hold their nose and run. 
And it’s all the skunk’s fault. 

Two glands near the base of his tail 
contain a thick, yellowish fluid that he can 
squirt out whenever he is alarmed or dis- 
pleased. Before squirting, he is gentleman 
enough to give warning. First he turns his 
tail toward his enemy and lowers his head. 
Then he stamps on the ground with first 
one small foot and then the other, growling 
as he does so. Finally the long, plumy tail 


If you are standing behind that tail right now, you 
had better be sure you are at least twelve feet away! 
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arches over his back. If you haven't run 
away by then you had better get started! 

The skunk is really a peaceful animal, but 
only a quick movement, threatened danger, 
or actual injury will cause him to spray his 
musk. The skunk does not argue with anyone 
as to whether he is in danger. He uses his 
own judgment entirely, and you can consider 
yourself safe only when the tail is not 
— The spray may carry ten or twelve 
eet. 

The fluid burns like acid and may make a 
person blind for a while if it hits the eyes. 
Bathing the eyes with water relieves the 
blindness. Some woodsmen suggest washing 
clothing with vinegar water or hanging it 
over a smoky fire of cedar or juniper to get 
rid of the odor. A dog can also be washed 
in vinegar water. 

Skunks like to inhabit open fields close 
to dense cover and water. Their homes are 
usually abandoned dens made by other ani- 
mals or holes under some building. 

A skunk’s babies may be as few as two 
or as many as ten, but the usual litter is 
six. Babies at birth weigh about an ounce. 
They are blind, hairless, toothless, and al- 
most earless. But they grow rapidly. 

A skunk has no friends. He also has few 
enemies. Only the raccoon and the great 
horned owl are immune to his smell and 
therefore stand a chance to overcome a 
skunk in a fight. The skunk usually goes 
unmolested in his hunt for food and really 
is a great help to farmers. His food consists 
of insects, small mammals, small birds, 
many spiders, reptiles, and vegetation. 
Skunks also eat the eggs of snapping turtles, 
but they never eat common toads. 

Before condemning the little animal be- 
cause of his offensive odor we should re- 
member that there is a little good and a 
little bad in the rest of us, too. 
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Will You Want a Job Soon? 


By LOUISE JEAN WALKER 


[F YOU are planning to earn a little cash 
this summer, now is the time to begin 
thinking about how you are going to do it. 
No one can tell you what you ought to do, 
but you can decide for yourself. One of the 
most difficult decisions you will have to 
make eventually will concern your life vo- 
cation. There is no simple rule by which 
you can solve this problem. However, work- 
ing during the summer has often shown 
young people the advantages and disad- 
vantages of some particular job and enabled 
them later to make intelligent decisions 
concerning that type of job as a life work. 

First, you should know yourself. What 
are your interests, your special abilities, 
your likes and dislikes? What is your physi- 
cal condition? Have you the strength to do 
the job you would like to do? In which of 
your studies in school do you excel? Just 
wanting to do something is not enough. 
You must have some aptitude and special 
ability to make a success. Face this issue 
squarely, for on your decision often rests 
your future happiness and success. There 
are many books on the subject of vocations. 
These point out the advantages and dis- 
advantages of certain types of work. It 
would be well to consult your friends, your 
instructors, and your parents’ friends. They 
will be glad to talk with you about the 
possibilities in the kind of work that 
interests you. 

If you wish to work this summer, you 
must find out what work there is to be 
done. You can consult the help-wanted 
columns in the newspaper. Take a notebook 
when you go downtown and jot down the 
different jobs in which you see people 
working. Turn to the yellow sheets in the 
telephone directory, where the businesses 
in town are listed, and read the wide 
variety in the classifications. Perhaps this 
knowledge will suggest openings. It is en- 
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tirely proper to ask your friends and your 
teachers to aid you in securing employment. 
It is courteous to see each one personally 
and secure permission to use his name as a 
reference. However, you had better see to it 
that your record is such that they will have 
something good to say about you when you 
ask them for a recommendation. 

Although every business firm uses its 
own form when it writes to your principal 
or teacher about you, these inquiry blanks 
are quite similar. You will be rated on your 
health, your ability to work with others 
pleasantly, your punctuality, your honesty, 
your accuracy, your dependability, and your 
perseverance. 

When you apply for a job your ap- 
pearance is all important, for it will give 
your prospective employer his first impres- 
sion of you. Cleanliness is essential when 
you are asking someone to employ you. 
Fresh clothing, well-groomed hair, and 
clean nails are “musts.” Suitability is the 
keynote for the clothing problem. Your 
clothing should set you off well. It must not 
be conspicuous or gaudy. 

If you are applying personally to a stran- 
ger it would be wise to have a letter of 
introduction sent in advance to him rather 
than to take such a letter with you. If 
possible, make an appointment for the in- 
terview. Be there promptly. When you get 
to the office be sure that you have disposed 
of your gum. It is proper to remain standing 
until you are asked to be seated. It is ill 
mannered to loll over the employer’s desk 
or to keep your feet on the rungs of your 
chair. 

State your business briefly, but com- 
pletely, in a dignified manner. You must be 
careful not to talk too much. An employer 
usually asks the questions that he wishes 
answered. When you reply, “Yes, Mr. 
Brown” it makes a much better impression 
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than Uh-huh or Yeah. Be as courteous when 
you leave as when you arrive, even though 
there is no opening at the time. Thank your 
potential employer for his time. 

If you apply for a position by letter be 
sure that the letter itself is a recommenda- 
tion, not a condemnation. It should be 
typed, but only if you type it yourself. 
If you don’t type, write the letter in your 
best longhand. Remember that a single 
misspelled word may send your letter into 
the wastebasket. State your qualifications 
without boasting. If there are facts that you 
wish your prospective employer to know, 
but which sound immodest in your letter, 
ask your teacher or a friend to write a 
personal letter and mail it under separate 
cover. If you are merely applying for a 
summer job be sure you make that fact 
clear, lest at the end of the vacation, when 
you leave, your employer would have reason 
to think that you had acted unfairly. 

What will be your attitude when you 
get the job? Are you going to be dis- 
appointed if you aren’t a supervisor? Prob- 








ably the president of the company started 
at the bottom of the ladder; why shouldn't 
you? Does the job offer you an opportunity 
to show what you are made of and an 
equal chance to learn something that is 
worth knowing? If the job offers these two 
things they are all that you can ask. Your 
salary is the least important element as 
long as it enables you to meet your expenses. 

If you show the proper qualities your 
boss later will see that you are fairly paid. 
Do all you are asked to do, and more—not 
just more by quantity but by quality and 
variety. Think of ways in which you can be 
of service. 

You can’t do the job as you ought to un- 
less you enjoy it and are proud of it. 
Usually the harder one works at a job the 
more he enjoys it. Arrive on time or before. 
Don’t leave early and don’t watch the clock 
all day. Show that you can do big things by 
doing small things well. Prove that you 
are worth a bigger salary by earning more 
than you are getting, and eventually you 
will get it. 


When the man you hope will hire you looks up from 
his desk and sees you for the first time, what im- 
pression will he get? This article will help you. 
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Jeb was embarrassed when he learned of bis 





Unexpected Companion at 1 


EB glanced up when his eleven-year-old 

sister Sandra walked in. 

“Hi,” she said, smiling. 

Steve glanced up from the sofa where he 
was reading part of a newspaper. “Hi,” he 
said to Jeb’s sister. He grinned. “What are 
you all dressed up for?” 

“I'm going on the bus into Weston Falls,” 
she said. “I’m in kind of a hurry. I—I just 
wanted to let you know where I was, Jeb.” 

“Sure. Sure thing,” Jeb said. “Steve and 
I are just fooling around here. When are 
you going to be back?” 

“I don’t know. I’m just going to look 
around,” she said. 

Jeb grinned. She was acting terribly 
grown-up today. That’s the way with sisters. 
One day they act like kids, the next day 
you'd think they were old ladies. Then 
they're kids again. Confusing. 

She left then, and Steve returned to the 
newspaper. “School will be starting in a 
couple of weeks,” Jeb said. 

“What do you think the first tests will be 
like?” Steve asked. But he didn’t wait for a 
reply. He was staring intently at an ad- 
vertisement in the paper. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Jeb said. 

Steve sat up suddenly. “Say! You doing 
anything today?” 

Jeb started. “No. No, of course not.” 

“Let’s you and me run into Weston. We 
can catch the bus if we hurry. There’s a 
great picture at the Vogue. Cinemascope, 
color, the works. You ever seen these wide- 
screen jobs?” 

“Well, you see, I don’t go to——” Jeb 
began. 

Steve interrupted. “They're big—but not 
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By TOM TUCKER 


so good. I mean from all the talk you'd 
think they'd invented something or it was a 
whole new thing. But it’s just a wide 
screen,” Steve shrugged. “I don’t know why 
they talk about it so much. You want to see 
the picture?” 

“I was trying to tell you,’ Jeb began 
again. “I, that is, being Adventists, we 
don’t attend % 

“It ought to be pretty good—if you like 
this sort of thing. Come on—we'll miss the 
bus if you don’t hurry.” 

“Yes. Sure. But look, I don’t 

Steve scowled. “Don’t be a sour puss. I'll 
pay for the tickets!” 

“But . 

Steve was already out the door. Jeb 
hesitated yet another moment. Through his 
mind flashed the words he had heard others 
say about him the last time he had refused 
to attend a theater. Queer. Funny drip. 
What's the matter with you, anyhow? 
Stuck-up, aren’t ya? 

Jeb looked after Steve. “Oh ” He hit 
the sofa with his fist, and turned suddenly 
and followed Steve down the front walk 
toward the bus stop. 

They reached it just as Sandra was getting 
on the bus. The bus was crowded and they 
sat separately. 

When they reached Westminster and 
Second they got off, not noticing that Sandra 
did too. They walked for about five minutes 
up the street until they reached the theater. 

“We're going to have to wait a few 
minutes,” Steve said, pointing to several 
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Jeb stood meekly behind Steve while he bought the 
tickets. Neither boy realized who was watching them. 






























But he felt warm. Uncomfortable. He 
squirmed. 

“Hey—cut it out,” Steve whispered. 

People glanced at them. Jeb felt his face 
redden. He sat without moving, through 
the rest of the picture. 

Two hours later they walked out. “No 
good,” Jeb thought, though he would never 


at the Theater 222 soc scat ne. 


week there’s a real gory one, or maybe it’s 

a musical. Some great big job, anyway.” 

7 » Jeb thrust his hands into his pockets and 

walked along beside Steve, disappointed in 

the picture and angry with himself for 

attending. What if someone saw him? 

There would be plenty to pay if anyone did! 

They caught the bus and reached home 

people standing at the ticket window. “That at four-thirty. Jeb stood in front of his 

woman’s got about ten dozen kids.” house. “See you,” Steve said, going on down 

When the woman was through buying the street. 

tickets Steve stepped up and quickly ordered “Yes,” Jeb replied moodily, and stared 

two. Then Jeb followed Steve wordlessly up at his home. “Sure.” 
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the walk toward the entrance. A man tore He turned and walked slowly up the 
the tickets in half, and they entered the driveway, up the two steps on the back 
theater. porch, into’ the kitchen filled with the 


For a moment the darkness blinded them, pleasant smells of dinner cooking. He felt 
but they found seats shortly and sat down. guilty—so guilty it was difficult to meet 
Jeb stared at the screen and tried to relax. his mother’s eyes. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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It was only a picture. I didn’t kill anyone 
or anything, he told himself. Forget it. 
He grinned at his parents. “Hi.” 

Mom smiled back. “Say, Jeb, know where 
Sandra is? I thought she was with you.” 

“Ah, no, she said she was going into 
Weston for something.” Jeb picked a string 
bean from the pan and burned his fingers. 

Mom smiled. “Serves you right,” she said. 
He grinned. Then she frowned. “But I 
wonder where she could be—it’s late for 
her; she is always home early.” 

The clock on the stove was steamed up 
from all the cooking, but its hands kept 
turning. Soon they reached six o'clock. 

Dad was standing in the kitchen. “Where 
is that girl? I’m going to take the car and 
see if I can find her! She ought to have 
been home long ago.” He shook his head 
and started out the back door, fishing the 
keys from his coat pocket. 

Jeb glanced up at mom. She was worried 
sick. The potatoes had burned. Everything 
was going wrong. “What could have hap- 
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mom asked no one. Then 
“You might as well eat, 


pened to her?” 
she shrugged. 
Jeb,” she said. 

She set some food on a plate. Suddenly 
the car drove in the driveway, and in a few 
minutes Sandra appeared. 

“Where were you?” dad demanded. 

Sandra looked at Jeb for a moment, then 
up at dad. “I—I looked at something.” 

Dad frowned. “But why weren’t you 
home before dark? And why didn’t you 
stay with Jeb, or at least tell someone 
where you were?” 

Jeb filled a fork full of string beans, 
stuffed them in his mouth, and waited for 
Sandra to reply. She was frowning and 
staring at the floor. At last she looked up. 

“Well?” dad asked. 

“I was with Jeb,” she said. 

Jeb choked, took a long drink of water, 
and thrust the remainder of the string 
beans aside. 

“But Jeb’s been home for hours!” Mother 
said. To page 16 
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“He'll never walk again,” the doctors said, 


but this 


Cripple Climbs Mountains! 


By INEZ BRASIER 


CRILO QUISPE lay on the floor of his 
small home far up in the mountains of 
Peru. There wasn’t much else he could do. 
He knew that the sunshine would feel good 
on his deformed body, but why drag himself 
out to lie in the sun when soon he would 
have to crawl back inside? 

Cirilo had been a cripple for nearly 
thirty years, ever since the day he was 
small and his mother had rubbed him all 
over with kerosene because he hurt and did 
not feel like playing. Somehow, he got 





too close to the fire. The kerosene burst into 
flames and he was burned so badly he 
never walked again. The boys he used to 
play with were now riding horses from 
morning till dark tending their sheep and 
cattle. But Cirilo could only crawl, and the 
farthest he ever got outside was to sit on 
the porch in the sun. 

One day a stranger came to his home 
with a Bible and the story of Jesus. “He 
loves you, Cirilo. Jesus loves you,” the 
stranger told him. 

“Can He truly love one who only 
crawls? ” 

“He can and He does.” 

Cirilo was happy. Jesus loved even him! 
The more he thought about it the happier 
he became. “How I wish I could do some- 
thing for Him!” 

He thought of his neighbors and of 
others who lived on trails farther away. 
“They need to know about Jesus,” he rea- 
soned. “I must tell them. But how can I 
when I cannot walk?” Nevertheless, he 
asked the man with the Bible to leave 
several copies so he could give them to his 
neighbors and to anyone else who might 
come to visit him. 

The stranger—who was now a friend— 
opened his case and gave Cirilo Bibles and 
gospel books. “Cirilo,” he said, “you must 
tell all who will listen the story of Jesus.” 

When the man had gone, Cirilo felt he 
must do more than merely wait for people 
to come. “I must go! I must walk on the 
trails with God’s Word.” 

He pulled himself up on his feet—and 
fell down. This did not stop him, however. 
Little by little he forced himself to walk. 
People, watching, said he looked as if he 
were falling with each step. But he was 
able to travel, and that’s what he wanted. 
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What did it matter if he walked in a 
crooked, stumbling way? He could go up 
and down the mountain sides to where the 
people lived. Often he would look down a 
thousand feet and more beside a trail. Often 
the path was slippery and dangerous. But 
always he watched for homes where he 
could talk of Jesus and leave a Bible. 

Sometimes faint trails led where he could 
not climb. There, often, he would find 
someone watching for him. 

“Cirilo! Cirilo Quispe! Do you have a 
Bible for me?” a voice would call. “Over 
the mountain they told me someone was 
coming this way with Bibles. Do you have 
one for me?” 

Cirilo’s wide smile would grow still wider 
as he leaned against a rock beside the 
trail. He had to balance himself so he 
would not fall as he eased the pack from 
his shoulders. 

“Yes, here is one for you.” 

“La Biblia! [“The Bible!”}” Now I want 
one for the man who has cared for my sheep 
while I watched the trail for you.” 

“Rest awhile.” Cirilo would ease himself 
down beside the trail to sit on a rock, and 
there he would tell the story of Jesus to yet 
another person who had never heard it. 

So, day after day, Cirilo Quispe walks 
his slow, crippled way along the trails of 
the Andes Mountains of Peru, taking the 
Bible and the story of Jesus to people who 
have never known it before. And he is the 
happiest and his smile is the widest when 
those to whom he tells the story learn to 
love Jesus, too. 


Unexpected Companion at the 
Theater 


From page 14 


“Well, I was looking at this and when I 
came out it was later than I thought,” 
Sandra said. 

Jeb’s heart began to race and his stomach 
felt cold and funny. He swallowed fran- 
tically. 

“Where were you?” dad asked. 

Jeb looked up. “Steve—Steve and I, we 
went to a—a show,” he managed. 

Nobody said anything and dad motioned 
Jeb outside. 

Jeb got up, bumped against the corner of 
the table, stared at it, then bumped against 
something else. Finally he made it to the 
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back door. His father was standing in the 
shadows near the house. 

“Yes, Dad?” he asked, his voice quivering. 

“Do you realize what you've done?” 
dad asked. 

Jeb didn’t say anything. He stared at the 
ground, wishing the next hour were past. 

“Look, son, I'm not nearly so disap- 
pointed in you for going to the show as I 
am of the example you set. You set a terrible 
example for your sister, Jeb. 

“You know, son, why we don’t attend 
theaters—not just because the pictures are 
often not up to our standards, but because 
the atmosphere of the theater is not de- 
sirable. You are old enough to understand 
that—but is your sister? 

“If I tell her, she'll say it was fun, or 
exciting or something. You see, Jeb, you’ve 
caused a pretty serious problem.” Dad 
paused. 

Jeb scuffed his feet on the ground. 

“Your big mistake today was in not 
being brave, Jeb,’ dad continued. “You 
lacked the courage to say No. You should 
have been brave enough to refuse Steve's 
offer. But you did not. And so you set a 
very poor example.” 

Jeb stared intently at a scuff mark on his 
right shoe. 

“Do you understand?” dad asked at last. 

Jeb looked up, suddenly aware of the 
crickets. “Yes,” he said. “And honestly, 
Dad, honestly, I’m really sorry about it. I 
didn’t like the picture, I didn’t like the 
theater, and I didn’t like the day! It was 
just all a big, grand, super-deluxe mis- 
take!” Jeb marveled at how fast he had 
talked. 

There was silence and the crickets made 
the most of it. Then dad cleared his throat. 
“O.K., son, that’s all in the past now. But 
please keep in mind that every day in our 
lives—everything we do—is an example, 
perhaps a very important example, to some- 
one. That is another reason for attending 
church regularly, staying away from thea- 
ters, and so forth! As the Bible says, we must 
refrain from the appearance of evil as well 
as from the evil itself.” 

Dad smiled. “Let’s go on inside, shall 
we?” 

“Sure, Dad.” Jeb grinned. “And, and 
thanks a lot—for everything.” 

The two walked up the two back steps 
and through the back door. 

The crickets were going like mad. 
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Pink Bedspread and a Red Face 
From page 3 


Mother said, “Sandra dear, I do wish you 
would take your books to your room when 
you come in from school. It would save you 
having to hunt for them later and it would 
also keep the house from looking so clut- 
tered.” 

“Oh, I'll pick them up, Mom, don’t worry 
about that; but right now I have to find 
where I put the colored pencils I borrowed 
from Grace last week. Have you seen 
them?” 

“Yes, dear,’ mother sighed wearily. “If 
you had put them away in your own desk 
you would know where they are. I found 
them on the dining room table this morning 
and put them in your desk for you. And by 
the way, Sandra, your room is a disgrace. 
What if someone came to visit us and saw 
your room in such a mess. Wouldn’t you 
be embarrassed?” 

“Well, sure, 1 would, Mom. I’m going to 
straighten it tomorrow, just you wait and 
see, and thanks for helping me find those 
pencils.” She gave her mother a hug and a 
little kiss and ran off to her room. 

Mother usually liked a hug and a kiss, 
but today they didn’t have quite the effect 
Sandra desired. Had she been able to see 
mother’s face while she was running 
blithely off to get the crayons, she would 
have seen mother’s lips stretch tightly into 
a narrow line. 

“It’s going to take more than hugs and 
kisses, young lady, if you and I are going to 
continue to be on good terms,’ mother 
muttered. “I can see the time has come for 
me to do something about this bad habit of 
yours.” 

Sandra, of course, did not hear her 
mother’s mutterings, which was unfortunate. 
If she had heard—and taken warning—she 
would have been saved from a very em- 
barrassing situation. 

As every wise child knows it never pays 
to let mother get to the place that she feels 
she must “do something” about a bad habit. 
One never knows what mother may think of! 

Sandra’s mother did not know what to do 
about Sandra at first. But the answer to her 
problem came in the mail the very next 
day. 

Aunt Jessie, Sandra’s favorite aunt, wrote 
to say she was coming to visit for two 
weeks. Mother nodded grimly. 


“This is the answer! Sandra is very fond 
of Aunt Jessie, and Aunt Jessie has a big spot 
in her heart for Sandra. They haven’t seen 
each other for nearly two years. Maybe, 
maybe———” So mother laid her plans! 

When Sandra came in from school that 
afternoon, she scattered her things as usual, 
and seemed to have forgotten all about her 
resolution to tidy her room. Mother made 
no comment. And she said nothing about 
Aunt Jessie’s coming, either. 

Well, the days slipped by and_ still 
Sandra made no attempt to remedy her 
careless ways. Mother still talked with her 
and cautioned her about keeping her room 
tidy. Sandra would smile in her good- 
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THANKFULNESS 


By SHIRLEY BREMSON, Age 12 
Jonesboro, Tennessee 


I'm thankful for my country free 
And everything it means to me; 


For river waters, rippling blue, 
For grass so green, and sparkling dew; 


For mother, dad, and sisters too— 
For everything that | can do. 
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natured way and promise to do better; but 
somehow, that was as far as it went. Poor 
mother, she wasn’t enjoying it a bit as she 
watched Sandra’s room get more and more 
cluttered with each passing day. She very 
nearly went in and put things in order her- 
self, but she reminded herself that perhaps 
this was the only way to help Sandra learn 
the importance of being tidy. She didn’t 
want her lovely daughter to grow up to be 
a hopeless housekeeper. She knew Sandra's 
carelessness would only bring her unhap- 
piness in the years to come. 

Finally the morning came when Aunt 
Jessie was to arrive. It was Sunday and, of 
course, Sandra was home. The _ breakfast 
things were cleared away, and Sandra was 
busy helping her mother, when there was a 
knock at the door, and who should come 
walking in but Aunt Jessie! Sandra was so 
excited she nearly smothered Aunt Jessie 
with hugs, then helped her with her bags 
and bundles. She brought a cup of hot 
chocolate and some freshly baked cookies, 
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and the whole family sat around the 
kitchen table and chatted about old times. 
Finally Aunt Jessie handed Sandra a big 
bundle, and inside Sandra found the pret- 
tiest pink bedspread she had ever seen. 

“I remember you wrote me last year how 
your mother redecorated your bedroom for 
you in pink and pale green, and I thought 
this bedspread should look pretty with your 
color scheme. Let’s go and try it, shall we?” 

Suddenly Sandra’s face turned red. She 
stammered painfully, not knowing what to 
say, but Aunt Jessie didn’t seem to notice her 
trouble and was already gathering up the 
frilly spread and walking toward the bed- 
room. It was too late to stop her. Sandra 
rushed before her, wishing she could think 
of something to say to solve the terrible 
problem. She knew what lay behind the 
closed door, and wished a thousand times 
she had heeded her mother’s patient warn- 
ings. Aunt Jessie opened the door. The 
whole dreadful mess lay before her! 

“Why, Sandra!” she exclaimed. “Is this 
your room?” 

“Yes,” Sandra mumbled as the tears rolled 
down. “Oh, I’m so ashamed.” 

“Now, dear,” Aunt Jessie said kindly, 
putting her arm around Sandra’s shoulders, 
“I remember when I was a girl.” But that’s 
all mother and daddy ever heard, for Aunt 
Jessie closed the door and no one ever did 
know exactly what was said in there. 

When Sandra and Aunt Jessie came out 
they were talking and laughing, and behind 
them lay a shining room with the prettiest 
pink spread on the bed you ever saw. And 
can you believe it? Sandra’s room has looked 
just like that to this day. 





The Message in the Tunnel 
From page 5 


man of the crews who built the tunnel,” 
Mr. Schick said. “They started from both 
ends and worked toward the middle, though 
neither crew worked in a straight line. 
They had no way of knowing how near 
they were, though, until they started to 
pass by each other. There happened to be a 
crack in the rock, the tablet says, and when 
the crews heard each other through the 
crack they were able to break through and 
meet. And that explains the two dead-end 
branches. They are the places where the 
crews started to pass each other. 
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“So that is how the tunnel was built. 
And, boys, a lot of people are glad now 
that you found the message in that tunnel,” 
Mr. Schick added. 


“We're glad, too,” they answered. 


Around China by Wheelbarrow 
From page 8 


spread on the straw, and lay down. Miss 
Young went to sleep that night with the 
grunt of pigs in her ears, and what with the 
straw and the smell, she found it hard to 
believe she wasn’t sleeping in a. stable. 

But conditions like this she considered no 
great hardship, and the people did ap- 
preciate her visit so. It was just one of many 
such visits, and everywhere she went she 
was received with the same gladness. One 
and all listened to her instruction from the 
Good Book with delight. Mrs. Hong, of 
course, acted as interpreter in the early 
days, but gradually Miss Young's ears be- 
came familiar with the Chinese language 
and soon she found she was actually be- 
ginning to learn it. Things are working out 
quite well, thought our “bashful” mission- 
ary lady. I am beginning to like it here at 
Kweiki. But not long after these happy 
thoughts had passed through her mind she 
was asked to go to Shansi. 

Shansi was called the missionary’s grave- 
yard. Every person who had been sent there, 
sooner or later broke down with malaria of 
a very violent kind. But it was a vital city, 
the very center of devil worship for the 
whole of China. A light for Christ must be 
kept burning in it. Who would go? One of 
the directors of the mission called several of 
the white workers together, and some very 
thought-provoking scriptures were read. 

“Verily, verily, I say unto you, Except a 
corn of wheat fall into the ground and die, 
it abideth alone: but if it die, it bringeth 
forth much fruit. He that loveth his life 
shall lose it; and he that hateth his life in 
this world shall keep it unto life eternal. If 
any man serve me, let him follow me; and 
where I am, there shall also my servant 
be” (John 12:24-26). 

Somehow the words struck like a dart 
into the heart of Florence Young. She 
knew she must be the one to volunteer. 

“There will be no white companion for 
the person who goes to Shansi,” warned the 
director. 
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Miss Young would be alone. Her heart 
trembled for a moment. Then came the 
assurance, “Lo, I am with you alway, even 
unto the end of the world.” And she remem- 
bered good old Psalm 91, too. Yes, she 
would go. A few days later, away she went, 
bumping over the primitive roads on her 
faithful wheelbarrow. 

But it was a delightful journey, with 
spring flowers blossoming everywhere. Over 


a mountain she went, and down the other 
ie @ i to the banks of a river. The wheel- 


barrow rattled into the city of Shansi and 
stopped at the mission premises just inside 
the gate. 

Miss Young was really on her own here. 
There were only Chinese workers at the 
mission, a young evangelist and his wife, an 
old lady Bible instructor, and a few serv- 
ants. She had to learn the language right 
away. Not long after she arrived, she 
was at a special meeting crowded with 
Chinese, when suddenly the Chinese evan- 
gelist called upon her to give her testimony. 
Her heart fell. But the people waited for her 
to speak, and the lady Bible instructor en- 
couraged her, so she did her best. But oh, 
how the people laughed. It wasn’t one or 
two giggles—they roared! How embarrass- 
ing! They didn’t spare her. The Chinese 
evangelist had her pray every day in his 
meetings, and at the beginning Miss Young 
wondered whether he did it to obtain God's 
blessings or to amuse the crowd. 

“Never mind,” said the old Bible in- 
structor kindly. “If you eat our rice, you 
will soon speak our words.” Every night she 
would come to Miss Young’s room, and 
they would pray together in Chinese. Very 
soon, strange as it may seem, Miss Young 
found it hard to remember whether she had 
prayed in English or Chinese, so expert had 
she become. 

So the days went by. And wonder of 
wonders, Miss Young never got sick—not 
even once! God kept her from the pesti- 
lence. How thankful she was for her beloved 
Psalm 91! Well, at Shantsing she learned 
the language. It was all part of God’s plan. 
The woman who wanted to be a blessing 
was to do a larger work than she had ever 
dreamed about. For the next call was to 
Tenshan. 

“Ienshan! Why, that’s the place where 
that dreadful mandarin lives who hates 
Christians so much!” 

“That’s right. But he has never done 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


lf you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Myrtis McLoud, age 11. 6023 Thompson Street, 
Philadelphia 31, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Piano, sewing, 
skating, biking, cooking, photography. 

Linda Salt, 32 South Street, Trenton 8, New Jersey, 
U.S.A. Indoor sports, outdoor sports, painting pic- 
tures. 

Nathaniel K. Quashie, age 13. c/o Building Inspec- 
tor, P.W. Department, Koforidua, Ghana, Africa. 
Draftsmanship, reading, stamps. 

Jimmy Perepelitza. Box 51, Arelee, Saskatchewan, 
Canada. Accordion, riding horses, skating, post cards, 
leathercraft. 

Charles C. Kierstead, age 11. Norton, Kings Co., 
New Brunswick, Canada. Stamps, reading. 

Donna Jean Heinricks, age 13. Ste.-1, 728 Sher- 
brook Street, Winnipeg 2, Manitoba, Canada. Stamps, 
biking, reading, piano. 

Diane Jean Bendler, age 12. 110% Ave., 135th 
Street, Orland Park, Illinois, U.S.A. Swimming, 
stamps, cooking, sewing, reading, skating. 








anything about it, although he talks a great 
deal. You'll be all right. We feel you're the 
only one for the job. It’s a very important 
post, and there are a lot of people in- 
terested in the gospel.” 

“But me? Surely there are others who 
would be better fitted for such an important 
post!” 

The director shook his head. “No. We 
have every confidence that you are the one 
for the position.” 

So, all aboard the barrow again! And oh, 
what a trip this time. There were hills to 
climb, and somehow sudden downpours of 
rain would come just as they were on the 
hills, The wHeelbarrow would sway and 
slip, and the barrowman would stumble and 
slide! Miss Young would have a continuous 
prayer on her lips that the Lord would help 
the barrowman to keep on his feet, and her 
on the wheelbarrow. 

Suddenly the barrow stopped with a sink- 
ing jar. Miss Young peeked out from the 
waterproof coverings anxiously. She was 
perfectly dry, but the rain was pouring down 
and running off her coverings in rivers. The 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 








IX—Ezra, Who Led the Jews 
Back to Jerusalem 


(MAY 31) 


Memory VERSE: “And I was strengthened as 
the hand of the Lord my God was upon me, and 
I gathered together out of Israel chief men to 
go up with me” (Ezra 7:28). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read over the memory verse a few times. Con- 
tinue memorizing it during the week. Read in 
Ezra 7 about Ezra’s preparations to return to 
Jerusalem from Babylon and the letter Arta- 
xerxes sent with him. 


SUNDAY 
Ezra Makes Preparations 


Open your Bible to Ezra 7. 

The calamities that had been prophesied for 
many years eventually came upon the Jews. 
King and people were taken as captives to 
Babylon during the reign of King Nebuchad- 
nezzar. Some of the exiled Jews settled down 
to make a living and build homes in their new 
land, and were quite satisfied, but others grieved 
over the ruined city and Temple and the sad 
spiritual condition of those who should have 
been examples to the world. They longed to see 
Jerusalem restored. 

Among these was Ezra, a descendant of Aaron. 
Some years before, some of the Jews, under the 
leadership of Zerubbabel and Joshua (not the 
Joshua who led the children of Israel into the 
Promised Land) had returned to Jerusalem. They 
had done a great work in restoring the Temple 
and rebuilding part of the walls of the city, but 
they had met with opposition, and the work 
was unfinished. 

Ezra carefully studied the Holy Writings and 
gained an understanding of God’s plan for His 
people. Look in verse 10 and see what this 
study made him determine to do. 

Ezra spoke to the reigning king, Artaxerxes, 
of his keen desire to take a company back to 
Jerusalem and teach them the Holy Scriptures 
and to follow God’s blueprint. Artaxerxes was 
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sympathetic. He made Ezra his special repre- 
sentative of the Medo-Persian kingdom, and gave 
him all the help he could in carrying out his 
ambition. He even sent a royal letter with him. 
You can read Ezra’s words of praise for this 
letter and for the help Artaxerxes gave, in 
verses 27 and 28. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, pp. 
608, 609. 

THINK! Have you, like Ezra, 
heart to seek the law of the Lord? 

Pray to value the Word of God and to follow 
its teaching faithfully. 


prepared your 


MONDAY 


Ezra Gathers the Jews Together 


Open your Bible to Ezra 8. 

The invitation was issued for those who 
wanted to return with Ezra to Jerusalem to 
meet at a certain place by the river. A large 
number responded. For three days they lived 
there in tents while the long march was organ- 
ized. As Ezra looked over the company he no- 
ticed that one tribe was not represented. Find 
which tribe this was, in verse 15. 

Ezra needed the help of the priests and Le- 
vites, but few had seemed to care. The greatest 
need was for teachers of the Word and for those 
who could faithfully lead in the services of the 
Temple. So he made a second appeal, and this 
time many responded. 

Before they left their riverside camp they 
engaged in a special season of prayer. You can 
read about this and about their requests, in 
verses 21 to 23. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
612, pars. 2, 3; pp. 613, 614. 

Tuink! Do you lag behind when a call is 
made to serve God? 

Pray to be ready to respond when volunteers 
are needed for the work of God. 
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TUESDAY 
Ready to Go 


Open your Bible to Ezra 8. 

One more thing remained for Ezra to do 
before the company left. They had acquired 
many valuable treasures for the restoration of 
the Temple. Artaxerxes and the princes them- 
selves had made big contributions. Read in 
verses 24 to 29 what Ezra did with this money 
as they got ready to march. 

Ezra knew well that enemies might be lying 
in wait along the homeward route, greedily wait- 
ing to steal the treasure and to assault the com- 
pany, but he had declined the king’s offer of a 
military escort, saying that God’s hand would 
protect them. You can look in verse 31 and see 
whether it did. 

So they departed. The journey took four 
months, and on the first day of the fifth month 
they reached Jerusalem in safety. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
616, par. 2; p. 617. 

THINK how great Ezra’s faith was to enable 
him to go forth with so much treasure without 
an armed escort. 

Pray for faith to believe that God will pro- 
tect you when you are on His errands. 


WEDNESDAY 
The Arrival 


Open your Bible to Ezra 9. 

Ezra’s company arrived in Jerusalem at just 
the right time. While many who had returned 
to Jerusalem before had been faithful to the 
teachings of God, others had departed from 
Bible principles. The leaders soon sought Ezra 
out and told him how concerned they were 
about these Jews. Look in verses 1 and 2 and see 
in what particular way they had disobeyed the 
Word of God. 

Ezra felt very bad about this mixing with 
the heathen people. God had expressly forbidden 
mixed marriages, for almost always those who 
married heathen people gradually lost their 
faith. 

Ezra fell on his knees before God, and like 
many others of God’s faithful servants, he spoke 
as though he himself were one of those who 
had sinned as he poured out his confession 
before God for the sins of the Jews. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
619, par. 4; p. 620. 

Tuink! Are you careful of the company you 
keep? 

REsoLve to associate with those 
high principles. 


who have 


THURSDAY 
Ezra Sparks a Revival 


Open your Bible to Ezra 10. 

The people of Jerusalem were very much 
affected by Ezra’s prayer on their behalf. Verse 1 
will tell you what they did. 

One of their number, a man by the name of 
Shechaniah, stepped forward to speak for the 
others. He confessed that they had been guilty 
of not keeping God’s law, and he made a sugges- 
tion that Ezra was only too happy to carry out. 
Read about it, in verses 3 and 4. 

A great meeting was held in which this cove- 
nant was solemnly made. A wonderful reforma- 
tion took place. Ezra was a good student of the 
Word of God, and, knowing that a study of it is 
necessary to reform, he led out in teaching the 
people. He showed them how much they would 
benefit from living in obedience to God. He 
unfolded to them the prophecies of the Messiah. 


He held classes in which he trained others to 
teach the Word. 


Ezra lived to see his great ambition realized 


as the Temple services were revived and as 
people turned to the Word of God and lived good 
clean lives. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
622 


Tuink! Are you faithfully studying the Word 
of God and carrying out its teachings? 
Pray to make the Bible the rule of your life. 


FRIDAY 


Check up on your memory verse. 
Finish these sentences: 


. Ezra was of the tribe of 
. He was raised in 
. His real home was 
He was a keen student of - 
. His ambition was to 
. He spoke of his hopes to 
- He received sympathetic attention and was 
given 

8. He called the Jews who wanted to return to 
Jerusalem to gather at 

9. A second call had to be made for 

10. Before setting out from Babylon they 
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21. On the four-month journey to Jerusalem 
they were protected by 
12. Upon his arrival in Jerusalem, 
greatly grieved to learn 
13. Ezra prayed to God, confessing 
14. One of the Jews suggested making a 





Ezra was 














15. Ezra taught the people 





16. He was helped in this by 
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Around China by Wheelbarrow 
From page 19 


road seemed to be just mud. Through the 
rain she could see rice paddies on each side. 
What was the matter? They were bogged. 
Said the barrowman, “Would the white lady 
please hold on tightly, and I will get the 
barrow out?” There were some violent move- 
ments back and forth, and then they were 
out and on their way again. Miss Young 
heaved a sigh of relief. 

But with the rain falling in such torrents 
and the delays caused by having to by-pass 
boggy places, night caught them still on 
the path. And in the darkness they must go 
even slower, for the barrowman must pick 
his way with care. 

“O Lord Jesus,” prayed Miss Young, “if 
only we had a light. It seems we need a 
light. Could You please send one?” Faith 
waited for the answer. And not too long 
after that there was a twinkling on the road 
ahead. The twinkling brightened into a 
steady light, and a boy emerged from the 
rain carrying a metal lantern. He proved to 
be a boy from the mission house, and he 
guided the travelers safely there through 
the unlighted streets of the town. Soon 
Miss Young was out of the rain and in the 
comfort of a dry room, her cold and aching 
feet resting on a little metal container full 
of live coals. As she rested and meditated, 
two Bible verses came to her mind. 

“When thou passest through the waters, 
I shall be with thee.” 

“We went through fire and through 
water, and thou broughtest us out into a 
wealthy place.” 

As soon as it was convenient the wheel- 
barrow rumbled on to Ienshan. The rain 
had now given place to heat, and the 
travelers staggered into Ienshan on a 
scorching day and began to search for the 
little mission quarters. At last they found it 
—an old ramshackle Chinese house. Miss 
Young’s face fell. As she stepped up the 


rickety stairs and through the front door, 
she found it even hotter inside than out. 
And the smell! Opium, Chinese food, and 
—could it be—a pigpen? It was only too 
true. All those smells were there. For the 
other part of the house was an opium den, 
and in addition to the smells, there were 
the sounds of fights and drunken songs and 
shouts that came filtering through the walls. 
The pigpen was located right at the back 
door. 

There was no ceiling. Everything was old 
and stained. The furniture was primitive 
and hard. Fortunately, Miss Young had 
brought her European bed with her, and 
some other things to make her life more 
comfortable. Her room was a little attic 
upstairs that looked out over the pigpen. 
The large room downstairs was reserved for 
the preaching of the gospel during the day. 
And to give some idea of the problems 
she had: One night there was a rattling on 
the roof just over her bed in the attic. Cats, 
she thought. Suddenly the tiles began to 
shake, and as Miss Young watched breath- 
lessly, one of the tiles was removed and a 
man’s face appeared in the hole. It was a 
thief breaking in. Miss Young shrieked 
the alarm, but the man scampered across 
the roof and was never found. Miss Young’s 
prayers for safety during the night were 
very fervent ones, and you can see why. 

But the house was conveniently located 
for preaching the gospel. Every day hun- 
dreds of people thronged in and out as 
the native evangelists told them of the love 
of Christ, and of the wonderful truths of 
the Bible. Many people were interested. 
One of them was ugly old Liao. And who 
knows—it may have been the wonderful 
thing that happened to Liao that started all 
the trouble. Read about it next week. It’s 
the happiest part of the whole story—and 
the saddest! 
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ARE LIKE 
BOATS 


They can take you to lands afar or trans- terways to reach otherwise inaccessible 
port you to portions of our own coun- places, nor are they expensive. So climb 
try. Books, unlike boats, require no wa- aboard hours of reading pleasure. 


Ice-Bound Labrador 

SHARNA OF ROCKY BAY, by Alice Mertie Underhill $2.50 
The High Sierras 

SMOKE IN THE SKY, by Ruth Wheeler $3.50 


Far-Off India 
MOHANRAJ, A High-Caste Boy of India, by Elva Gardner $2.50 
Across North America 


SEEING AMERICA WITH RALPH AND RUTH, $2.50 
by Elton A. Jones 


Order any of these books from your Church Missionary Secre- 
tary or your Book and Bible House. 


When ordering by mail, allow 15 cents for the first book and five 
cents for each additional book to cover mailing costs. Sales tax as 
applicable. 


PACIFIC PRESS PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, MOUNTAIN VIEW, CALIF. 





MOLLY COTTONTAIL, No. 4-By Harry Baerg 
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1. If all the offspring of one pair of cottontails 
lived, mated, and produced young, the number could 
multiply to 322,000 in five years. It is fortunate that 
many are eaten, or the earth would soon be covered 
with them. 2. One night a barn owl flying by on 
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noiseless wings caught one of Molly’s sisters. 3. Of 
the six babies that were originally together in the 
nest, there were now only three left. If only Molly 
lived to grow up it would still be a good average, 
since there would be four more families that year. 

















4. Soon after this the next family arrived, and Molly 
had to take care of herself more, since her mother 
was busy with the younger ones. 5. She could find 
her own food easily enough, but her mother still 
needed to teach her many things she must know. 


6. Molly and the other two bunnies often fed or 
played near their mother, but more and more 
often they would wander away. One evening Molly 
found herself near an old shed. The first ripe 
raspberries on a bush tempted her to taste them. 























7. This was also the home of a large bull snake. 
When the snake came out of its shelter a little later 
in the evening it caught sight of the rabbit. 8. The 
snake’s movements were so quiet that it was near 
Molly before she even saw it. She screamed and ran, 
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but the snake caught her by a hind foot. 9. Quickly 
the large snake twined its muscular body around the 
rabbit and began to squeeze. Molly was sure her last 
moment had come, but she screamed as loudly as 
she could for help and hoped her mother would hear. 





